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Scatters his satire round, and oft provokes
The crowd to laughter by facetious jokes.
E'en when some serious action is displayed,
And solemn pomps in long procession made?
He uncontrollable, of humour rude,
Must with unseasonable mirth intrude:
Scornful he grins upon their tragic rage,
And disconcerts the fable of the stage.
Sometimes the graceless wight, with saucy air,
Makes rude approaches to the painted fair:
The nymph retires, he scorns to be withstood,
And forces kisses on th* unwilling wood.

Not so his fellows of inferior parts,
They please the theatre with various arts ;
Lascivious sport, in circling turns advance,
And tire their little limbs in active dance.

Sometimes the wooden people you behold
Attired in rich array of figured gold:
Rows of dissembled jewels blaze around,
And robes of Tyrian purple stain the ground.
For when their tribes in pageantry display
The mimic grandeur of some solemn day,
The painted nymphs proceed, a comely train,
In order just, and brighten all the plain,
Nobles of stature small attract the eyes,
And last the commons of an humbler size.
The pleased spectator, as these scenes he views,
The Pygmy-nation in his mind renews:
He fancies now the Cranes' invasions cease;
Their warlike souls are softened by a peace,
And now secure in guiltless sports they play,
Laugh down the sim, and dance away the day.

Thus, when the stars obtain their midnight sphere,
A race like these of human form appear;
The fairy train, that, dancing in the dark,
Heturn in circles, and their footsteps mark:
The merry goblins, constant to the round,
In measure trip, and beat the hallowed ground.
The morn betrays the print.   The fruitful earth
From hence teems pregnant with a juicy birth,
Luxuriant growths of bolder grass are seen,
That rise in circles of a deeper green.

Yet, oh! some clouds obscure their peaceful days,
"Wars, horrid wars, disastrous tumults raise.
The joys of peace are broke by rough alarms,
The troops breathe slaughter, and prepare for arms,
So insincere is mortal bliss! so sure
Care blends our joys, and makes them all impure *